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The Tragedie o/K^ing Lear . 


And haften your returne; no,no,my Lord, 

This milky gcntlcneflc,and c ourfc of your* 

Though I condemne not,yet vndcr pardon 
Your are much more at task for want ofwifedome. 

Then prai’sd for harmcfull mildnefle. 

Aib. How farre youreies may pierce I cannot tell; 
Striuipg to better, oft we marre what’* well. 

Con. Nay then . . . ■—■ 

Alb. Well,well,the’uent. Exeunt 


fW.Shc that’* a Maid now,& laughs at mu A ' 
Shall not be a Maid long, vnlcffc things be cut 


CM t<ho rtCr . 


ABmSecundus. Scena Trinia 


Enter Baftard^nd Ctoran,fineraRj, 



Enter Lear, Kentftj entlem/tn^nd Foole. 

Le.tr. Go you before to Clofter with thefc Letter*; 
acquaint my Daughter no further with any thing you 
know, then comes from her demand out of the Letter, 
if your Dilligcncc be notlpecdy, I {hall be there afore 
you. 

Kent. Twill not fleepe my Lord, till I haue deliuered 
your Letter. Exit. 

Foole. If a mans braincs were in’s heeles, wertnotin 
danger ofkybes ? 

Lear. I Boy. 

Foole. Then I prythec be merry, thy wit fnallnotgo 

flip-fhod. 

Lear. Ha,ha,ha. 

Fool. Shalt fee thy other Daughter will vfe thee kind¬ 
ly, for though flic’s as like this, as a Crabbc’s like an 
Apple,yet I can tell what I can tell. 

I Lear. What C3n’ft tell Boy ? 

Foole, She will taftc as like this a*, a Crabbc do’s to a 
Crab: thou canft’tell why ones nofe (lands i’th’tniddle 
on’s face? 

Lear. No. 

Foole. Why to keepe ones eyes of either fide ’$ nofe, 
that what a man cannot fmellout,hcmay fpy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong.. 

. .-.Foole. Can’ll tell how an Oyfter makes hit {hell? 

Lear. No. 

Foote. Nor I neither; but I can tell why a Snailc ha’s 
a houfe. 

Lear. Why ? 

Foole. Why to put’s head in,not to giue it away to his 
daughters,and leaue his homes without a cafe. 

Lear. I will forget my Nature, fo kind a Father f Be 
my Horfles ready? 

Foole. Thy Aflcs are gone about ’em; the reafon why 
the feocnStarrcs are no mo then feuen,is a pretty reafon. 

Lear. Becaufd they are noteight. 

Foole. Yc i indeed,thou would’ftmakc a good Foole. 

Lear. Tocak’c againe perforce; Monftcrlngraticudc 1 

Foote. If thou were my Foole Nunckle, Il’dhauc thee 
■ beaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How’s that? 

Foole. Thou fliouldfl net haue bin old, till thou hadft 
bin wife. Vi;.” ... ...■? r fct- • 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad fweet Heauen > 
keepe me in tcmper,I would not be mad. How now ate 
, the Horfcs ready f 

Cjent. Ready my Lord, 

Lear. ConjeBoy. 


*1$ajt* SdUC triCC CftTAQ9$ 

Cur. And your Sir,I haue bin 
With your Father,and giuen him notice 
'That the Duke of CormvaH,and ‘Reran hisDurk.tr 
Will behcre withhim this night. c 

Baft. How comes that ? 

Cur. Nay I know not, you haue heard ofthe new, 
broad,Imeanethe whifper’d ones, foriheyare k 
ear<*kiffing arguments* ^ et “ B 

Baft. Noel: pray you what are they? 

Car. Haue you heard of no likely Warres tow,^ 
’Twixt the Dukes of Cornwall,zw Alban, { > 

"Baft. Notaword. 

Cur. You may do then in time. 

Fare you well Sir. g xj( 

"Ball. The Duke be here to night t The better beft 
This weaues it felfe perforce into my bufineffe 1 
My Father hath fet guard to take my Brother, * 

And I haue one thing of a queazie queftion 
Which I mud a<ft,Briefcnefic,and Fortune work?, 
Enter Edgar. 

Brother, a word, dilcend; Brother I fay. 

My Father watches: O Sir,fly this place, 
Intelligence is giuen where you are hid; 

You haue now the good aduantage ofthe night, 

Haue you not fpoken ’gainft the Duke of Contend] 
Hec’icomming hither,now i’th’nighr,i‘th’haftc, 

And Regan with him.haue you nothing laid 
Vpon his partie ’gainft the Duke of Albany ? 
Aduifeyour felfe. 

Edg. I am furc on’t,nota word. 

Baft. 1 heare my Father comroing,pardon me; 

In cunning,! mud draw my Sword vponyou; 
DraWjfec.ue to defend your felfe. 

Now q ut you well, 

Yeeld,come before my Father,lightho»,here, 

Fly Brocbcr,Torchrs;Totches,fofarewell. 

Exit Eiger, 

Some blood drawne on me,would beget opinion 
Of my more fierce endeauour. lhaue fecnc drunkards 
Do more then this in fporc; Father,Father, 
Stop,ftop,no belpc? 

Enter Cleftor.and Servants with Torches, 

Cjlo. Now Edmwd, where’s the villaine? 

Baft. Here flood he in the dark,his iharpe Sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charmes,coniuringthe Moone 
To fland aufpicious Miflris. 

Cjlo. But where is he/ 

Raft. Locke Sir,l bleed. 

Clo. Where is the villaine,£<fe>W? 

Baft. Fled this way Sir,when by no meanes he coula. 
Clo. Purfue him,ho.'go after. By no meanes, what. 
Baft, Pcrfwade me to the mucuierofyourLordlbip. 
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that I told him the reuengingGods/ 

’Gainft Paricides did all the thunder bend, 

Spoke with how manifold,and ftrong aBond 
The Child was bound to’th’Father; Sirin fine, 

Seeing how lochlyoppofite I flood 
'fohisvnnaturallpurpofe,in fell motion 
With his prepared Sword,he charges home 
My ynprouided body,latch’d mine arm?; 

And when he faw my beft alarum’d fpirits 
g.uj^Bihc quarrels right,rouz’d to th’encounter* 
ois^hethe; gafled by the no.yfe I made, 
pf^oiiaiflly he fled. 

GuF’ LetJjn fly farre: 
jjot in this Lamnliall he remaine vneaught 
And found; difpatch,tjJK^ble Duke my Matter, 

My worthy Arch and mon ro mes to night. 

By his authoritic I willproclaime it, 

That he which finds him dial! deferue our thankes, 
Bringing the murderous Coward to the flake: 
fie that concealcs him death. 

! Baft. When I diffwaded him from his intent. 

And found him pigbt to doe it,with curft fpecch 
I threaten’d to difeouer him; he replied. 

Thou vnpoffelfing Baflard,doft thou thinke, 
if I would fland againft thee,would the repofali 
Ofany truft,vertue,or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith’d i No,what flioold I denie, 

(As this I would, though thou didfl produce 

My very Character) 1’ld turne it all 

To thy fuggeflion,plot,and damned pra&ife; 

And thou tnuft make a dullard ofthe world. 

Ifthey not thought the profits of my death 
Were very pregnant and potentiall fpirits 
To make thee feckc it. Tucket within* 

Glo. Oftrange and faftned Villaine, - 
Would he deny his Letter,faid he? 

Harke,the Dukes Trumpets, I know not wher he comes; 
All Ports I le barre,the villaine fliall not fespe. 

The Duke mufl grant me that: befides,his pi&ure 
I will fend farre and neere,that all the kingdome 
May haue due note of him,and of my land, 

(Loyall and naturall Boy) lie worke the meanes 
To make thee capable. 

Enter Cor new all,Regan ,and Attendants. 

Corn. How now my Noble friend,fince I came hither 
(Which I can call but now,)I haife heard ftrangeneffe. 

Reg. If it be truc,all vengeance comes toofliott 
Which can purfue th’offender; how doft my Lord { 

Clo. O Madam,my old heart is crack’d,it’s crack’d. 
Reg. What,did my Fathers Godfonnefeeke your life? 
He whom my Father nam’d,your Edgarf 
Glo. O Lady,Lady,ftume would haue it hid. 
.Ktg.Washenot companion with the riotous Knights 
That tended vpon my Father ? 

Glo- I know not Madam,’tis too bad,too bad. 

Raft. Yes Madam,hc was of that confort. 

Reg. No maruaile then,though he were ill affected, 
’Tia they haue put him on the old mans death. 

To haue th’expenceand waft of his Reuenucs; 

I haue this prefent euening from my Sifter 
Beene well inform’d of them,and with fucb cautions, 
That if they come to foiournc at my houfe, 
lie not be there. 

Cor. Nor J,allure thee Regan; 


Edmund ft. heare that you haue fliewne yout Father 
A Child-like Office. 

"Ball. It was my duty Sir. 

Clo, He did bewray his pra£fife,and receiu’d 
This hurt you fee,ftriuing to apprehend him. 

Cor. Ishepurfued? 

Clo. I my good Lord. 

Cor. Ifhebetaken,hc fliall neuer more 
Be fear’d of doing harme,make your o wne purpofe. 
Hew in my ftrength you pleafe: for you Edmund , 

Whofe venucand obedience doth this inftant 
So much commend it felfe,you fliall be ours. 

Nature’s of fuch deepe truft,we {hall much need : 

You we firft feize on. 

Baft. I fliall ferue you Sir true!y,how eucr elfe. 

Glo. For him I thankc your Grace. 

Cor. You know not why we came to vi fit you? 

Reg. Thus out of feafon,thredding darke ey’d night, 
Occasions Noble Glofter of fome prize. 

Wherein wemuft haue vfe of your aduile. 

Our Father he hath writ/o hath our Sifter, 

Of differences, which I beft though it fit 
To anfwcrefrom our home : the feuerall Meflengers 
From hence attend difpatch,our go#d old Friend, 

Lay comforts to your bofome,and beftow 
Your needfull counfaile to our bufinefles. 

Which craues the inftant vfe. 

Glo. I ferue you Madam, 

Your Graces are right welcome. Exeunt. Flourift, 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Kent.aad Steward feuerallj. 

Stew. Good dawning to thcc Friend,art of this houfe ? 

Kent. j. 

Stew. Wheremay wc fet ourhorlcs? 

Kent. Ttb’myre. 

Stew. Prythce,ifthou!ou’ftme,tcllme. 

Kent. I lone thee not. 

Ste. Why then! care not for thee, 1 

Kent. Iflhad thee in LifsiurjY\\tfo\&ft would make 
thee care for me. 

Ste. Why do’ft thou vfe ms thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent. Fellow I know thee. 

Ste. What do’ft thou knew me for ? 

Kent. AKnaue,a Rafcall, an eater ofbroken meates,a 
bafe, proud, {hallow, beggerly, threc-fuited-hundred 
pound, filthy woofted-ftocking knaue,a Lilly-liuered, 
aftion-taking.whorefon glaffe-gazing fuper-feruiceable 
fir.icall Rogue, one Trunke-inheriting flaue, one that 
woald’ft be a Baud in way of good feruice, and art no¬ 
thing but the compofition of a Knauc, Bcgger, Coward, 
Pandar, and the Sonne and Heireof a Mungrill Birch, 
one whom I will beate into clamours whining, if thou 
deny’ft theleaft finable of thy addition. 

Stew, Why,whatamonftrous Fellow art thou, thus 
to raile on one, that is neither knowne of thee, nor 
knowes thee ? 

Kent. Whatabrazen-fac’d Varlet art thou, to deny 
thou knoweft me ? Is it two dayes fincc I tript vp thy 
heclesjand beate thee before the King?Draw you rogue, 
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